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PREFACE. 


| "VF E "Copy of this Pocin bei? ſent to 
fo me from the bo 1hnown Anthor , with 
Conmigion to Pubiifſh or Supprefs tt , 
ought fig: 17; his Tadifference about the 
matier.convinc d me that he tas a Gentleman 
AY 1w3rot t for bi Driver; . lo . 
prote 1 hella: Diverſion, or at leaſt in 


= . 


Am hrs eſs to Tl aſe who are Lovers of that 


Inventions and Hhinocent "bs CONCONN= 
ing which he has made ſo judic; + ON Þa- 
tions. T mumediately c _—_— cated the fioht 


of his ? Corefeript to fore! TR. hovic ned Aus 
olers, ( aid Je of s 1m no Eun nies to the 
uſes, ) who a 7oreed tn their Opih 4191s, That 
uotwithſtandins the Saba :f that «© 
L1 lays 


| tiſts at the Sport , may receive ' Advan- 


PREFACE. 
lays upon a Writer, it far excels any thing 
that has been publiſhd in Proſe upon this 
Subjeft, even in the Uſeful and Inſtruftive 
Part of the Work, They aſſur'd me, That 
it contains all the neceſſary Rules that have 
yet been delivered ; and thoſe Rules digeſted 
mto a much better Method ; together with 


ſeveral Uncommon and Surprizmg Re- 
marks, which many who are reputed Ar- 


tage by. 


This was All that feemd necdful to be 
faid of the Performance, with relation to 
the Angler's buſmeſs ; and m reference to 
the Poetry, tis certain that every man will 
judge for himſelf : And doubtleſs the modeſt- 
eſt. Account thar 1 can give of it, will be 
moſt acceptable to an Author who conceals 
his Name. 


The 


—_—_—_ 


x. Ao 


PREFACE. 


The Caſt and Defien of the Work are afe . 
ter the Model of Ancient and beſt received 
Poets on ſuch Arguments : 'T he Style lively, 
and as elevated as was proper for the Matter 


of - which he treats, and diſcovers a Genius 


capable of managing a greater Subjeft: The 
Numbers are ſmooth andt eaſy ; and if there 
is not. always a ſervile Striftneſs of Rhyme, 
that ſeems to me a Judicious Neglivence ( in 
a Piece where Nature ought to have the 
Aſcendant ), and becoming a Gentleman who 
wrote for his Pleaſure, and makes not Poetry 


his Profeſſion. 


Has Die efſions , as they were neceſſary 
to relieve the Pryneſs of preſcribing DireFti- 
ons, ſo are the 'y Senſtble and Entertaining, 


I have onh this to add, That ſince the 
Author s Scene lies in the Countrey, in the 


Aa4. Solitude 


P ET MSTE. 


Solitude of Rivers and Meadows, T preſumc 
there needs no Apology for Publiſhins here- 
with jog good a Copy of that Original Land- 
Ship of Retir ement , which was long > fince ſo 
admirably drawn by Horace. Nor can any 
Contempiaiive Perſon be offended at my pub- 
liſhins of Both , ſrnce they were Both COM- 


raitted to my Diſpoſal. 


TATE. 


—— R— — 


From }. S. to GC. S. 


HORACE pit. X. Lib.-I. 


Urbis Amatorem I'ilcim Silvere j Ju. "ervns 
Ruris amatores, &c. 


{ WF Ealth to my Triend, who loves ti: 


F | 
rm_ 6 Town fo well ; 


bs £ þ 

z\ 41 Rl EG 
-» Health from his Friend, . who loves 
15 Countrey Cell ; 


In ai] bur this, we twin Itke Brother Doves, © 


/ 
W hat one dillikes, the other diſapproves ; C 
"4 
Ani Covent Garden Coon but CIVICCS Our \ 


— 't hou 


Thou keep'ſt the Billing Neſt; I range the |' 

_ Fields, 
And taſte what uncorr a pted Nature ycilds ; 
Riot in Flowers, and wanton in the Woods, 


Bask on the Moſly, Banks, and skim along the | 
Floods. : 
In ſhort, I Live, and Reign, and Joy tobe, 
From all thy much-miſtaken Bleſſings free ; 
And, as the Slave the Flamerns ſurfeits fled, 
Nauſcate the Honey-Cakes, and feaſt on Bread ; 
If happineſs of Life be worth our care, 
( And he who Builds, ſhould nicely chuſe his 


arts 
Tell me the Place that with the Country vies, 
In eaſy Bleſſings, and in Native Joys; a 
Where cheartul Hearths deceive the Cold ſo 
well, 
Or gentle Gales the raging Beams repel ; 


When 


IC 


| 


| 
When both the Lyon and the Dog conſpire, 
With furious Rays to ſet the day on fire ; 


| Where then, ah where! but here, can Sleep 
maintain 


( That fave in Courts) her ſoft Imperial 


Reign ? 
Is Parian Marble preſs'd beneath thy feet, 
More beautiful than Flowers, or half ſo ſweet ? 
Or Water roaring through the burſting Lead, 
So pure as gliding-in its eaſy a ? 
W ho Builds in Cities, {yet the F4glds approves, 
And hedges in with Pillars aWkyvard Groves} 
Strives for the Countrey- Pies that fartheſt 

runs, | 

And twcers aloof at Beauties which he "IN 
In driving Nature out, our force is vain, - 
Still the recoiling Goddeſs comes again ; 


And 


% 


\ 

And creeps in filent Triumrh to deride 
The weak attempts of Luxury and Pridc. 
An ignorant and uncomparing Fop, 

Is cheatcd leſs in any Mercer's Shop, 

Than h& who cannot with a wary Eye 
Piſtioguiſh Happineis from Vanity. 

V ho proſperous Chance too eagerly embrace, 
Feel double Panzs 1n her averted face. 

You once mult Izave whatever you admire ; 
Ah wilely now, and willingly retire 
Forſake the gawdy Tinſel of the Great, 


1he Peaceful Cottare becicens a Retreat: 


Vi here tru Content lotrue a Greatneſs brings, 
AS il 


lights Licir  avourncs, and pities Kings. 


Lac Stegand Lovfe in common Paſture fed, 
# i@e* 1. x 


| 1} jars eaiu id, and eels oppos'd to Head ; 


But Liorns are lucky things, and Plſrey __ 


; O40310G7 


Foaming for ſpight, (and Paſhon is a Wit,) 

He fought to Mar, and kindly took the Bits» 

But when he fully tad reveng'd his Cauſe, 

The Spurs (till gaul'd his Sides,” the Curb his 

Faws. | 

Tuſt fo the Man who has his Freedom fold, 

( The nobler Riches) to inſulting Gold, 

His Back beneath a jaunring Rider lays, 

Haclkney'd and Spurr'd through all his Aaviſh 
days. 

VW hoſe Fortune is not fitted to his will , 

Too Great or Little, is uneaſy (till. 

Our Shooes and Fortune ſurely are allid, 

We limp in ſtrait, and ſtumble in the Wide. 

Wiſely now tak: what Chance and Fate 

afford, 

Nor wiſh for more ; I bas thou wilt not 

Hoard : 


And 
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And when 1-labour for the ſordid Gains, | 
Or heap the Traſh, upbraid me for my Pains. 

| It Serves or Ryles, where ever Gold you find ; 
But ſtill the Varlet is a Slave by Kzzd. 

Receive theſe from thy Friend | 


Who laughs in Kzzt from Cares and Buſineſs 
free, | 
And wanting nothing in the World but Thee, 


———— 
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Armonia Sacra, in two Books, containing Di- 
vine Hymns and Dialogues, ; ſet to Muſick 
y Dr. f. Blow, the late Mr. H. Purcell , and other 
inent Maſters. Price of both bound 15 5s. The 
d Book ſtitch'd 4 s. 
Delicie Muſice, in four Books, containing moſt 
f the neweft and beſt Songs ; with three Elegies on 
ha late Queen Mary IL being the firſt Velass 
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rice of the firſt x s. of the ſecond 18 4. | | 
The whole Book of P/a/ms in Three Parts, . by 
obm Playford , as they are ſung in Churches : To 
-Phich is added a Tal of all the Trebles, and what 

ſalms are ſung to them ; being very fit for Coun- 
y Maſters who teach the ſame : 24 Edit. in O&avo. 
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An Ode on the Death of that late Excellent Ma- 
er, Mr. Henry Purcel/; the Words by Mr. Dryden, 

d compos'd to Muſick by-Dr. fohn Blow. 

Alſo the late Mr. Henry Purcell's Picture, exactly 
graven by Mr. Hite, Price in a Frame 18 4. or 
nhout a Frame 6 4. 
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Books Printed for H. Þ layford. 


Alilcellanea Sacra: A Colleftion of choice Poem 
on Divine and- Moral Subjects. Vol. I. Collected 
by N. Tate, Servant to His Majeſty. Price bound 2 «, 

The Par;zel; an Flay, on Friendſhip , Love, and 
Marriage ; by-Sir H.'S. Price ſtirch d 6 1. - 

Oroonoks, a Tragedy ; by Mr. Southern, Price 18 4 

The She-Gallants, a Comzdys wrieten 7 a Per- 
fon of Quality. Price 15 

The faver-Lnek , a Comofy.; by Mr. Dilk 


P4i tEE TI 4 


There will likewiſe be [peedily puibli7.f!, A Canton 
of all the Muſick-Books fold at the ſme Place; 
amongſt which will be ſeveral I[-; 1117; » Muakict: -Books, 
and ſome new iy Coms over, » 


| ALL Sorts of Fiſhiag-Rods, Tackle, an 


other Implements of Aogling, ſold by W\l 
iam Brown, x Black-Horle Alley, zear Fleet 
bridge, and at his Houſe, the Sign of the Golde 
Fiſh in St. Faul s Church-Tard, 
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2 
" W Ence Idle Love ; the Muſe at laſt grown 
wiſe, a 
A Dilates her Fancy, and improves her - 
Choice. | 


ah To vain delights ſhe's now no'more a Friend. 
But ye, ye genial Souls do you attend ; 

ent Attend and liſten, while I freely tell 

You and the wiſer World the Art of Argiing well. 
Others their Pleaſure by their Hopes commend ; 
But I the Anglers value by its End. 


B Ye 


The Innocent Epicure : Or , 


Ye Nymphs and River-Gods (if ſuch there be ) 
Of you I ſing; exert your Force to me. 
While I deſcribe the Glories of your Court, 
Natives, their Manners, and their vaſt Reſort, 
My humble Reed with ſuch a Strain inſpire, 
_ As thoſe che liſt 'ning Streams in you admire z 
When the glad Waves from their ſwift Courſe 

recoil, 

And in your Songs forget their hourly Toll. 
So may they ſtill attend you as you fing ; ' 
So may the Meads, of Sport your wanton Scene, 
Be bleſt by Fove with everlaſting Spring. 
And thou, whom once to hear, is once to love, 


|} - Alike propitious to my Labours prove. | 


Smile on your own Commands, cho' ill obey'd, 
And kindly execute the Muſes Aid. 

Beneath thy leaſt negle the Work muſt fall, 
So valt its Height, my Genius ſo ſmall ; 


# © 


ut 


The Art of Angling. J 
Fut from your Smiles ſhe will not fear to hope: 
Atlas, they ſay, bore the World's Fabrick up. 
At worſt the juſt will emulate my Fare ; 
Sternhold night ſhine exalted to the height, 
And B— and L Poll. for Laureat. 


Begin, my Muſe, the Pleaſures of the Wiſe, 
Serene Content, and unrepented Eaſe ; 
Thy Noble Song who can negled to hear ? 
None but the Fools thou ſhouldſt not love nor fear. 
They ſcorning thee, thy Reputation raiſe, 
And with their Cypreſs bring Eternal Bays. 


Firſt then, the beſt Materials to prepare, 
( The curious Anglers chief and wiſeſt Care ) 
Sing we, in Numbers rather juſt than new, 
And Short ; for the Ingenious want but Few. 
Hints are enough, where we the Subject lovez = 


And the Lukewarm won't more than Hints improve, 


B 2 Tir'd 


Wl 4 The . Innocent Epicure : Or , 
Tir'd with the Glories he ſo long has born, * 

When $0 reſigns them all in Capricorn, 

' Or when the Northern Pleiades are ſet, 

And Rural Hinds ſeek out the welcome Heat - 

Awhile th* approaching Winter-blaſts ſuſtain : 

The future Bliſs will quit the preſent Pain. 

Then tender Shoots from the old Hazle take ; 

Strait, ſmooth, and even, free from Knot or Break.| 

Search all the Copſe, nor ſpare the faireſt Tree: 

No matter though the tender Mothers cry. 

No matter though the Nymphs, her Siſters, mourn: | 

From the freſh Wound freſh Offspring will return. 

Beſides, 'tis kind her Iffue to impair ; 

Old as ſhe is, her Stock ſhould lightly bear. 

We bleſs the Shepherds, and we call them wiſe, 

Who treble-bearing Ewes diſcreetly eaſe : 

As wiſely then you may your Uſe ſupply ; 

Furniſh your ſelf, and eaſe the lab'ring Tree. 


Th 


The Art of Angling: 6 
| Thus got, preſerve them with your utmoſt Care; /. 
For Nicety it ſclf's a Virtue here. 

Prune them, if notch'd ; if crooked; make hou | 
| ſtraight: | 97; 
The Knife does this, :a gentle Flame does that!" 
| The Sap expell'd, they dexterouſly bend, 
| And double ſervice and afliftance lend. an] 
\ - Then leſt they warp, and from the curling' Snake;, 
| Their qu0zdam Tenant, ſome reſemblance take: ; 
| Let ſome ſtraight Pole their fetter'd Bodies bear. 3; 
| Nor looſe them till occaſion firſt require, 3 1 
* Nor when you fit them for your.Sport and ;Uſe;;/ 
| Slight you the Art, or any pains refuſe.  . 7, 1:.; 
Hece nice Proportion muſt be well obſerv'd; . ':. 
And exact Beauty through the whole preſery'd.; - 7 
For though rude Slaves with. bungling Laboyr kill; 
True Anglers. ought to do't diſtinguiſhingly well, S 
But if theſe Pains, like dangerous'Tasks in Lpve; ; 
Stifle your thoughts, and your fledg'd hopes remoys: 


B 2 A little 


6 The Þnnoctnt Epicure:” Or , 
A little Charge will purchaſe you your Eaſe, 
And London furniſh you with juſt Supplies. 
There lab'ring Artiſts nicely fic each part : 
You buy your Pleaſure, and they live by Art. 
The Cane, the Hazle, all the Anglers Store 
They ſell, and often, to the Curious, more. 
But, if I might intrench upon your Eaſe, 
'I'd with a Caution join- my poor Advice. | 
Fir, of their Lines, their treach'rous Lines beware; | 
Nor gradge your ſelf a little Labour here. 
I teach you here, by ſad Experience taught, 
Whar]-with Care and Money dearly bought. 
Full oft relying on my Strength, not Skill ; 
Full oft the Fiſher wes the Fiſhes ſpoil. 
Nor only were my Hopes and Pleaſures croſt, | 
'But,*with my Prize; more precious Time was loſt, 
Then warning take; and wiſely thus avoid 
The Rock on which'ray Ship has oft been try'd. 
* Ohiiſe well your Hair, and know the vigorous Herſe | 
Not only reigns in Beauty, but in Force. 
G21 £ Creatures 


The Art of Angling. 7 
- | Creatures decay'd the Londen Shops ſupply : 
| Get you ſuch Locks as they can't reach to buy. 
- |. Nor chuſe the Hair of Beaſts ( tho newly ) dead; 
| There Nature's univerfally decay'd. 
* But, when the Rampant Brute with Vigour flies 


To force the timerous Jade to taſte his Joys, 
| Obtain your wiſh at any Rate and Price. 


\. 


Then for your ſingle Links the faireſt chuſe ; 

| Such ſingle Hair wiil beft ſupply your uſe. 

' And of thereft your ſeveral Lines prepare, 

In all ſtill leſſening every Link a Hair. 

If for the Flye, taper and long your Line; 
The Fiſh is quick, and hates what is not fine. 
-If for the Depth, 'to ſtranger I adviſe ; 

Tho ſtill the fineſt take the fineſt Prize. 

But e're. you twiſt your upper Links, take care 
Wiſely to match in Length and Strength your Hair. 
Believe me, Friend, this Care as uſeful is, 


And juſt, as any part of my Advice. +. 


B 4 Have 


The Innocent Epicure: Or , 
Have you not ſeen the skilful Archer's Bow 
Drawn toa height, his Expectation ſo; | 
The Arrow pointing to the wiſh'd-for Prize, 
And he devouring 't-with his Heart and Eyes 
When the ill-rwiſted String his Vigour fails, 
Firſt frees, then ſnaps, the baffled Maſter rails. 
Such oft has been my Fate, which only Care | 
And future Circumſpetion could repair. 
On equal Strength we wilely may rely. ; | 


But elſe Experience by our loſs we buy. 
For ev'n in Friendſhips Bonds 'tis rarely found, :-' | 
That when one fails, the other keeps his ground. + 
Then wiſely to avoid the Archer;s Fate, 
Twiftt flow your. Links, and-.' fee . they -aſtly 
plair. 1s Vo 
Hair be with Hair, and Silk with Sk agrees ; 
But mixt, have each their Inconxeniences. p | 
Though would you freely to my Rules attend, | 
I'd only to your uſe the Hair commend. 


The Art of Anolins. + .9 
| þ More trivial things are theſe; the Knot and * Bought, 
| Not worth a Verſe ſince eas'ly learn'd withour. 

' For every Angler here by Inſtin&t knows | 

* The uſe of This, -and that That muſt be cloſe. 

| Of like conſideratian are the Reſt ; C1 
Hook, Float and Plummet,' as you fancy beſt. 1 
| For one, -perhaps, applauds his Kerby's Warez; © 
| And others cheaplier ſerv'd exceed him every where. 
|| For as in Beauty Fancy reigns; _we-ſee 

| Fancy miſleads us in Utility. 

Some teach you next the blunted Hook to whet ; 

| Though I was never fo unfurnith'd yet; 

| Nor did my TLeiſure'e*re fo much oppreſs; . 

To loſe an Hour in niggard Idlenefs. 

Nor is there farther. worthy to be Taught, 

| Bags, Landing Nets, and Panniers 'muſt be Boughit- 
| When, though unask'd, th' evencawill eafily ſhow 

| Your willing Chap will over-furniſh you. 


* Ir a Word peculiar to the Angler, and {ignifies no more than the 
wrapping of two Links together, which evens the Line, and keeps 18 
more taper than the kno; will allow it to be. 


Next 


- © 


TO The Innocent Epicure: Or , 


Next of the Art it Self I ſpeak; OFriend ! 
My weighty Leſſons heedfully attend! 
Attend me, while I into order bring 


Each weighty Rule, and every pond'rous Line. 


Hail ! great Ttiumvirate * of Angling ! Hail ! 
Ye who beſt taught, and here did beſt Excel. 
Play here the Gods, play here the Heroes part : 
Your ſelves the Proto-Poets of the Arr. 

My humble Breaſt with pow*'rful Flames Inſpire 
To teach the World what juſtly we admire : 
Joys fraught with Innocence, of Danger free, 
Raptures which none but we ſhould fo enjoy. 
Bur tell me firſt, for you or none can tell, | 
1 What God the mighty Science did reveal ? 1 
- For ſure a God he was ; leſs than Divine, | 
How could ſuch weighty Bleflings flow from him ? 


* Walton, Cotton, Venables. 


AGd 


The Art of dueling 0 
God he was then, or at leaſt to me, 
nd, my Aﬀociates, ſuch he ought to be. 
e taught us Firſt the Grandeur of the Court 
ontemn'd and ſcort'd for this, to chuſe a Sport 
ull of Content, and crown'd with Healthful 

Eaſe: 

Where Nature Frets not while our ſelves we. 
Pleaſe. | 


IF 4 


| Comeback my Muſe now. to the Task delign'd ; 
Sing we of Fiſh the Haunts of every Kind, 

Theig Þaits, their Seaſons, and theit uſual Feed, 
And when the Angler beſt may hope to ſpeed. 
Things worthy of che Angler's greateſt Care; 


| 
« 
| 


{Things worthy Thee to Teach, and Him to Hear. 


*%. 


12} And Firſt the Szimeon does my Verſe command, 
hor at his Sport, but more at Tables fam'd. 

ell are the Patient Anglers Pains repaid, 
When this fair Captain is his Captive mads. 


Gd [ | ; Oft 


12 The Innocent Epicure : Or, 


Ofc purling Brooks, but oftner greater Streams 
He Haunts : 


Where Neptune, like the Dutch in India Reigns : 

Juſt Sales the Wane to-Evince:his Pow'r, 

Afraid to vex the River-Beauties more. 

At Mid-day when the Sun exerts his Rays, 

See on the Suriace how the Wanton Plays. = 

Then wiſely tempt him, and from Force or Choicef 

You'll ſee him nimbiy to y6ttPaſiime Riſe. 

Strong be your Lines, your Hooks, your Rods, 
and all, 

And wiſe your Conduct, or he breaks the whole. 

One wary Jerk, and ſtraight he plunging cries, 


LS Oy 


Angler be cautious, or you loſe your Prize. 


Though mealy mouth'd, he's ſometimes that wayf 
loſt ; | 
Which cautious care prevents not, no, nor colt. 
Though Art may much your Strength and Line 
relieve, | | 4 
And nice obſervance great Aſliſtance give. 


Largt 


iceſ 


ds, ; 


4 The Art of Angling. | 13 


Large be your Flye too, and might I adviſe, 

Expagded Wings ſhould more provoke his Riſe. 

To which if various Colours well yow- join, 
And time ( which' renders every thing Divine ) 

| Agree, it cannot fail to anſwer your deſign. 

Yet curling Billows ſhould aſſiſt the Cheat, 

Quick-ſjghted elſe he'll quickly ſhun the Bait. 

| Andclear the Water muſt, or elſe he Feeds 

| Low on the Gravel, or the waſting Weeds. 


. 
y 


' Yer Lobbworms ſcour'd, them, wews ſure Friends 


; ; you'll find, 


* Then too your Tackling ftrengthen to your Mind, 
Theſe cannot fail you, if the dying Year 


| Say not, Deſiſt, his Spawning time is near. 


| A Troll ſome uſe, and ſome the Rod prefer: 


| No matter which, ſince both ke uſeful are. 


16) 


{ Lels nice at bottom he devouring Roves, 


| And boldly ruſhes, as he boldly Loves. 


The Mennows too his Rage not rarely feel, 
Try thoſe, and if you can, procure the Reel, 
| Which 


| 

j 
26 
't 


| 


W's 124 The Innocent Epicure: Or, 

| (8 Which freely of its ſelf emits the Line, 
( Needfully Long and yer fecurely Fine ). ,,, 
The greedy Fiſh may have his full of Play, 
While unconcern'd on the leſs Fry you Prey. 
Or wiſely caſting round your raviſh'd Eyes, , 
Salute the Author ,of theſe mighty joys, | 
With theſe or more adapted Thoughts than theſe : \ 


Ccoleftial Bounty ! How ſhall I repay 
Thoſe Bleflings which thy Mercy throws away? | 
Each Morn, each Hour,, thy Laviſh'd hand I find;| 
Make me leſs ſinful, or be thou leſs kind. 
Negle&ed Mercy muſt to Vengeance turn ; 
Be thou my Love, though by the Atheiſts ſcorn. 
Come here ye Fools, though in Opinion Wiſe. 
' Come here and ſee with natural Reaſon's Eyes. 
| Reaſon, your Boaſt, though an imperfeR Guide, 
"The weighty Controverſy ſhall decide. 
In beauteous order ſee the Waters move, 


And ſhow like Motion in the Spheres above. 
| Tell 
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Tell me, Could Human force ſuch Skill attain ? 

nd where that fails, ſure Chance attempts in vain, 
hance Mimicks Art, and Nature helps the Gon | 
ut *tis a different Glory to Create. 

ſides, 
Though Gay the Sun his Courſe each Morn re- 

news, : 


Chance cannot hold the Reins could ſhe the Work 


: 


produce. 

No! here conſiſtent Beauty Rules the whole, 
Mov'd by an Ardent and Continual Soul. 

| When that is kind, the Sun's diffuſive Ray 
Ripens the Fields, and drives the Miſts away. 
When ſullen, then the ſtrongeſt Beauties pine, 
And Chance it {elf no kind Relief can bring. 
That Flowry Mead is not by Chance fo fair ; 
But knows its Seaſons, and obſerves the Year. 
The Flocks alike their Annual Off*rings pay : 
But all would fade, were purblind Chance to ſway\ 


O Mighty 
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O Mighty Author of all Earthly things! 
And Heaven no leſs thy wiſe Creation Sings ; 
Let not me vainly offer to dethrone | | 
Thy will, to Idolize my fooliſh own. | 
Still in my Soul more genial Gleams infuſe, | 
That I by others ſcorn may wiſely chuſe : 
May wiſely chuſe thy Precepts to Obey, 
And all things elſe fling with contempt away. 


Come back my Muſe; now change the weighty} 
ſtrain, 

And take the humble Anglers up again. 
Sing next the Trout, for next in Sport and Kind 
He comes. O thou, who here apply'ſt thy Mind, 
Tread ſoftly, and Þe ſure keep out of ſight ; 
Or the Shy Fiſh will balk thy Appetite, 
Nice as thy hopes too, be thy Rod and Line, 


Nice be thy Flies, and caſt exactly fine. 
For which nor Rod, nor Line of length ſhould want, 
Full Six Yards each, if ſo the Streams conſent. 


Taper 


ty 


id, 


nt 
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Taper ard lip!;t, as long, from Hand to Hook, 

If ror the I'tye and in a Chryſtai. Prook : 

| Or tho in muadled Streams y'are forc'd to caſt, 
| Yer firii the finer, 1 ou fu 


/ 


\ 3 Icecd the veſt. 
Fineneſs in Angling 's ty A azlers neareſt F: ale ; l 
Tho Prudence fi] mull -egulate in alk— 5 


ce 
» 


For Wiſe ?en wiil not truſt a Ws Hair 

With Weight, which doad, it could not eaſily bear, 
| ? | 

If then wigh Natural Ties to fiſh you chuſe, 
Obſerve tic Seafon, and provide for Uſe. 

Obſerve the Fiſh, as round for Prey they rove, 
And gain your Baizs where buir they izem to: love. 
For ſearch all Nature, and this .iruth you} ind, 
Variety, the Miſtreſs of ifankind, C 


Is not to SP! :Ci25 or to Sex conin'd. ) 


But if the Artificial you'd prepare, 


irſt well to make them uſe your utmolt care : 


+. 


E: | Some 
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Some Brother Anpler freely wall impart 

The iſeful Ni--ries throughout the Art. 

And Vets nor Profe can ever teach you well, 

What Maſters well, but Practice beft will tell. 

Only at large the Muſe may thus exhort ; 

Nature beſt mimick'd, beſt fecures your Sport. 

Of Flies the Kinds, their Seafons, and their Breed, 

Their Shapes, their Heu , © which nicelt Obſerva- 
tion need. ) 

Which beſt the Trout admires , where <aſfteſt gain'd| 

Experience beſt wiil teach too, or your Friend. 

For ſeveral kinds muſt every Month ſupply : 

( So great's his Paſſion for Variety, ) 

Nay, if new Species 9're the Wave: you fin, 


Try, youll aci:nowledge Fortune amply kind. 


The Flye, the hardeſt Task,: thus learnt, prepare 
To caſt your Line diftinguiſhingly faii. 
Caſt oft, ti!l by Expericnce perfe&t made, 


Your pains are in the ſequel well repaid, 


If 
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If on the Surface firſt your Line ſhould light, 
The Fiſh ſpring out, nor ſoon recover the Afﬀeright. 
| But if the Flye, ſtraight for a quick Surprize, j 
The greedy Wantons ſcarce prepare to riſe. 


# If ſhort he cuts, next Throw be ſure beware z 


| He ſaw too much, the Angler ſtood too near. 

| But keep your Shadow off the purling Stream, 
| Andcaſt, and long you cannot caſt in vain. 
For if no obvious failure interpoſle, 

' You ſpeed, or will not ſpeed in forty Throws. 
Bur if he thus exadts too weighty Pain, 

' And with lefs Art you would your Hopes obtain : 
| Since all men Artiſts are not, let it be 

Your choice the lefs precarious means to try. 

\ The Worm at no time can your Pleaſures fail, 
| Unlefs the boundleſs Floods or Winds prevail ; 


: Unleſs the Froſts have almoſt chain'd the Streams, 


When dangerous Fevers would revile our pains. 
Here; tho the Streams, by whatſoever Cauſe, 
Of Mills, of Rains, or Artful Overflows, | 

C 2 Prove 


. And he's betray'd by truſting to his Eyes. 


Thus needy Lads at Thames's faireſt Bridge, * 


With Hoſts of Lines che homeſy Fry beticge. 
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Prove Milky-white, no balk * 5u need to fear 


For all is homelily deſtructive here. : 


y 


Thick Lines, thick Rods, Hooks anſwerably ſtrongh 


And Worms of any ſort, as ill put on. : 


k 


The troubled Streams the treach'rous Lines diſguiſe, | 


——r— * w_— 


Thus while the Rogue without Precaution preys, 
He's murder'd by the moſt unsxilful ways. 

* Some to Ape Art, a hollow Bullet take, | 
And of ſmall things a mighty Pother make. 
Hook above hook they place, exactly nice, 

To prove Perpetual Motion no Device. 

For if a moment ſtill the Weigh: thotild lie, 


Their Sport's not only {poil'd, but their Philoſophy, 


But with courſe humble Labouk wits ſhould we 
Adjuſt our Sport by their Necetiicy * | 


As 


y .* , , ' 
Here 1kc Author ridicnics the Vulgar, 


s 
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With equal Juſtice we their careful Zeal 
Might Ape, who on the rough Dee attempt the 
} Corricle, 
| Struggling with Force too high for Human Blood, 


| 
| 
81 
' The Curſe of Want, and an impetuous Flood, 

| Secking wich Life's Diſtreſs their Livelihood. 

| Such things we rather juſtly call Diſtrels ; 

| For how agrees it with the Name of Eaſe ? 

' When a poor Countrey Hind a faithful Turn 
Partakes, and bears the Boat by which he's born. 
Pleaſure like this may ſuit their Ruſtick Souls : 

But neicher ſuits the Poet”s Verſe or Rules. 

| Somewhat uncommon keightens lis Deſire, 

{ Which thoſe that love not, may with Force admire. 
Thus I to Chryſtal Brooks refort, and chuſe 

| Arins all Genteel and Neat, and fit for Ulc. 

A Taper Rod, and long, tho neatly light ; 


_ | Bending by no means with-its proper weight: 


+ A ſort of Poat usd in the River Dee, and carried by the 
Fiſherman to the Water to fiſh in. 


h C2 Lines 
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Lines longer too, yet Taper; and if e're, 
*Tis now that I prefer the ſingle Hair. p 
Small too your Hooks ſhould be, and cover'd well | 
Above the Arming by the Brandling's Tail ; 
His head dejected beſt the Fiſh invites, 

And mutualizes beſt vour choice Dzlights. 
For he that prudently chis way will cry, 
And Angles fine, as when we uſe the Flye, 


Traverfing up again the Chryſtal Streams, 


Will ne're lament expended Time or Pains. 
1his way the Caddice too deſerves your Care, 
And ſome with reaſon too the Float prepare: 
"This they proportion to the Brook and Stream 
Little, if clear and ſlow ; if ſwift, lefs fine. 
Tho all things elſe ſhould neat and taper be, 
And fine, if not finer than with which you try 
Your fortune with the Aftificial Fly. 

Thus he thar juftly plays the Angler's part, 

In my opinion ſtill ſhould chrive by Art. 
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| And truſt his Skill, tho oft he be deceiv'd, 

' The Conqueſt will at laſt be well atchiev'd. 

| | Leſs artful ways no doubt will much prevail. 
* The Mennow, Lobworm, Stone-loach never fail. 
; Bur theſe are common ways, which all men teach, 

| And therefore far beneath the Muſes reach. 

: She ſings in Verſe, which, tho like Marum low, 

| Sends Strength and Pleaſure to the Studious Brow. 


| Thoſe who peruſe her with attentive Hear, 


Will find her wondrous Chaſte, and wondrous ſweet. 


Come ye, who grandeur court, and call it Eaſe, 


+ Like ſickly Souls, fond of nuſtaken Joys; 


Come on, for boldly I'll your utmoſt dare. 


Match me a Landskip juſt as this, and fa. 


| From Noiſe and Hurrics free, we ſport our fill; 


Nor gain our Ends by Methods baſ-ly ill. 
No flatt'ring Fop, no fawning: Courtier t2re 
Diſturbs our Peace, or foſters Civil War. 


Nature's our Miſtreſs, who can bear a Look, 


Nor fears a Lover's Cenfſure or Rebuke. 


C. 4 -*.- Look 


e 
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Look on thoſe Hills, tho high, the Rural Swain 
Viſits with Joy, nor fears his Aching Brain. 

Or let's deſcend. Heav'ns ! how ſeverely Nice 
Proud C/ia in her tatter d Mantua is 2 

Painted and parch'd, hiring wich what ſhe's hir'd. 
She damns her Soul to have her Face admir'd. 
While Beauty here in Native Splendor reigns, 
Requires our Wonder, and explodes our Pains. 
Fach healthful Green, each flowry fragrant Mead 
Command our Praiſe  lince thev our Art exceed. 
Here are fair a 100, Full of freſh delight, 
And Willows more than lovely to the ſight: 

Since thence the Angler by a wiſe deceit 

Hawls the Strong Captive from his lov'd Retreat. 
Nor do thofe Falls the Ear, thoſe Meads the Eye 
Offend : Nor do. thoſe Fiſh that leap fo high, 
They {em reſoiv'd topopulate the Air, 

And hoid conjunction with their Brother Star. 
\.'1! happy they, who free from Vice and Care, 


With wite Content improve their Moments here : 


£ Fre: 
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Free from the Vices of the Noiſy Town, | 

' Who ſtudy thus and here to loſe their own. 

1 
: Go on my Muſe; next let thy Numbers ſpeak 

| That mighty Nimrod of the Streams, the Pike. 

For juſtly next may he thy Verſe command, 

| Who {ways the Streams, and hardly yields on Land. 
 O Anglers! here much Caution uſe and Carez 

| If once thy Bait he gorge; alas: beware. 

Thy Rod, thy Lines, thy Hooks, are all too ſmall ; 
The Tyrant's ſtrong, and rudely forces all. 

Haſt thou not ſcen a Veſlel richly fraught, 
Returning home, big with the Wealth ſh'as got, : 
Juſt on the Coaſt ſnapp'd by ſome Privatcer, 

| Himſelf che Prize of ſome big Man of War. 

Such oft, alas! has been my own defeat, \ 
My boaſted Prize has only keen the Bait, : 
That haſten'd on an unprevented Cheat. 

For 4s the French whole Countries firſt deface, 


And then Inhuman Contributions Raiſe : 
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So Tyrant like he makes my Loſs his Play, 


Leaves not my Prize, but forces all away. 


| 
Which to Revenge ( for no Man can provide 
'Gainſt chance, by Human Reaſon uncſpy'd ) 
A ſtiff neat Nine-foot Pole you muſt prepare, 
Which may in ſeveral things repay your care. 
Whether your ſtrugling prize your Caution Ask, 
And Landing-Nets Fix'd to'r facilitate your Task: | 
Or by fix'd Rings you further this deſign, | 
By caſting finely out your Bait and Line, 
It uſeful is ; and here fo needful too, 
Want it you mayn't, y'are ruin'd if you do. | 
With this have always Hooks ſecurely Strong, | 
Well Wir'd, and join'd ro Lines ſufficiently| 
Long. 
A. Dace, a Gudgeon, or a Stome-Loach take ; 
Or wanting theſe, ſome happy trial make 
Of ſomething elſe of the lefs uſual kind, 
As Frogs, or Eels, or Garbidge; for you'll find e 
.  Hisgreedy Appetite will I-ave your doubts bel:ind. 


Baire 
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Baited with theſe you need not fear your Prize. 
' True Glutton-like his Stomach rules his Eyes. 
' Ofc I at Swallows {weeping o're the Stream 
| Have ſeen him Snap, and Baulk'd, advance again. 
* Which ſhews, that if your Lines be wiſely ſtrong, 
Without ſucceſs you cannot tempt him long. 
| Perhaps the day is hot, no breeze of Wind 


* | Is to your hope and vain endeavours kind : 


Riſe early then, or try your Fortune late ; 

Or elſe till more auſpicious Minutes wait. 
When keener Winds from any quarter blow, 
The Tyrant hardly waits a Second throw. 

| But when you feel him pull, ah then be wile; 
| For want of patience never loſe your Prize. 

A little ſwallowing time and you're ſecure ; 


He rarely leaves his Prize, or quits his Pow'r. 


Bur if the Streams you uſe are thinly ſtor'd, 
And therefore ſmall's the paſtime they afford, 


4 Methods more fatal you may wiſely try ; 


To 


Methods ſuch force ſhould only juſtify, 
However, 
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However, as they bear the term of Art 


To teach them is the Muſes pow'r a: 1 part. 


' Firſt then prepare a Taper handfo;nc Pole, 


Long, if not ſomewhat longer thai the Trowle; 
Not thick, but fuch as you may eaſily uſ2, 

Such as for Hunting thoſe who chuſe ir chuſe: 
To this a thin, but ſtrong weil wilted Line, 
And Hooks, both Large and fit for your deſign, 
Fix : nk when Baired, if you chance to fail, 
Some ſtrange myſterious fortune muſt prevail. 
By oiten bobbing down your well-tix'd Bait, : 
In any place likely for his Retreat, 

You tempt him raſhly to renounce his Eyes, 
And if your Tackling hold, he's ſure your Prize. 
Nay though the Noiſe the Tyrant only hears, 
He's ſummon'd, and undoubtedly appears. 

So that if- all along the Banks you iy, 

And yet ſucceed not, you may ſafely cry, 


Theſe happy Streams are free from Tyranny. 
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| This way too almoſt all things he'll devour, 
Raw Fleſh or Guts, are Fiſh without your pow'r. 
Nav ſome, whoſe Mititreſs was neceſlity, 

By Bloody Rags have wrought his Deſtiny. 
| But ſtill, if-clear i':2 day, keep far from ſight ; 
Quick-ey'd he is, a: ' quickly ſhuns the White 

In ſpight of Anger, - aſe, or Appetite. 

Sometimes the wretches, who for Lucre ſlave 


With Snares and Night-Hooks ſeem the Stream to 


{Lil the 1 3 ph 6 hould Boy :h Tricks defy b ps wide > 
His end is Pleaſure, Theirs Necellity, 
However, . if hc Wy atrr a Prize 


Beaking at Large, it then his Juck he tries, 


And halter tom [+1 fry to -c:npt him to ; 
Here 1s true ${1': - | Pie wilallow. 
But poaching {ic 1, fi.:t tne Game deſtroy, 
An! :.»irher {pars the Ja: zits nor the Fry, 


Shou other . i eraploy tl. Aufes Strain 
Bug chat the W ticping-Poſts were rais'd for them. 


Were 
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WereI, who only thus could wiſh to be 
Above my beſt, my own, my lov'd Degree, 

( And thus to wiſh ſure Reaſon will allow, 
Since Roman-like T could reſume my Plow, 
And mildly lay thoſe gawdy Grandeurs down, 
Juſtice and ſlighted ruth reſtor'd to Rome ). 
Were I, that long not for't, to State preferr'd , 
Some County and its Peace my truſted Ward, 
This: care, howeyer low, however mean, 
Should not eſcape my Eye, as now my Pen. 
Why ſhould the niggard Magiſtrate pretend 
To Charity ? When, ſhould we ſ2arch the End, 

- Youlll find, falſe Hypocrite |! the. Lame and Poor | 

| Begging and Starvigg at the Miſer's Door. 
But while his Store eſcapes, he thinks it beſt, 
Adts be infring'd and Laws be long tranſgreſs'd. 
| Beſides no Sportſman he, why ſhould his care 
Extend to what his fooliſh Friends Admire. 

| Not he, let poor folks live upon the Spoll ; 


He faves his Coin, and gains their Love the while 
Bu 
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But, Mad-man, ſhoyld we reaſon well and true, 
How little worthy of your Place are you ? 

| Are Laws that paſs the Santtion of the Crown, 
Ar ES Paris for a Country-Town? 
FA things ſo trifling, of fo little weight 

Can ne're deſerve a Nations grave Debate. 

| Howe're the Law thy Duty makes ; though thou 
Vain Fool pretend'ft thy Duty makes the Law. 

O mighty Mazlins ! how much atnifs 

Was thine, to what our Modern Juſtice is! 

Thou to the Laws paid'ſt ſuch ſevere reſpect, 
Tiy own Son's'Life aton'd for their Neg!ect. 
While we by Oats an Inc'reſt doubly bound 
Secure tz Guiley and the Guilrleſs wound. 

But ſtop my Muſe, for thy Satyrick Rage 

Muſt never hope to cure this vicious Age. 

[ct other Men acquit their Durics there, 


Do thou purſue thy Task, and every where 


Strow Sweets, that may the wandring Fops invite, 


TAnd freſhen every Lover's Appetite.” 
But 


For 
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For Vrtue will have Charms, though Fools deſpiſe, 


a MEE EE da PREET TOFIOT by k Od 


To lure the: wavering, and to hold the Wile. 


Next Sing the Pearch ; for juſtly this he claims, | 
Laviſhly kind to every Angler's pains. | 
Others tae Carp and Tench bcore lim place z 
But why ? Since there no equal ſport h« has. 
They Muddy Moats and Standing \' aters love, 
And rarely iu the Chryſtal Currenr; rove. 

Or when'they do, ſo nice they are, fo coy, 
The Angler's skill and patience they dety. 
While This difdains their courſe. and homely feed, | 
And bowing Flags prefers to ſtinking Weed. 
Fiſh where he is ( and you will rarely find 

A Strextn that has him not ) he's always kind. , 
In gentle Rains, or after violent ſhow'rs, 


He roves, it's true, and eagerly dgvours ; 


And yet as true it is, the violent heat, 


But very rarely ſpoils his Appetite. 


Beneath 
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, | Beneath impending Willows oft he lies, 


| Watchful to take, or chewing on his Prize : 

| Then tempt him warily he'll ſpring to bite, 

| So greedy he, fo vaſt his Appetite. 

| Nor waits he ſeaſons, nor is ever coy, 

No, though forewarn'd he hardly can deny. 

Deep pits he loves too, though you'll rareli'ſt fail 

| Where deepeſt Eddie 'rapidly prevail. 

Yet ſoon in April after ſpawning Hours, 

He haunts, and freely bites upon the Scours. 

But large your Float ſhould be, your Tackling 
| ſtrong, 

Nor. muſt you think his flow digeſtion long, 

For, if he Bice, his Prize he will not leave ; 

"Tis not his uſe or nature to deceive, 

Nor is his Palace delicate or nice ; 

He Kickſhaws eats, but nothing comes amiſs”? 
Though yet ſome difference you may wifely make, 
And beſt to tempt him, Worms or Mennows take; - 


D Theſe 
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'Theſe he will never ſlight ; and if wild Fame 

Say true, the Lobworms eaſieſt conqueſt. gain. 
Though if my weak Opinion might prevail, 

In Marihy Meadows, Angler, never fail 

To ſearch the Cowdung for the Blewiſh Tail : 
Theſe, tho' new taken from their homely Soil , 
By my Experience far all elſe excel. 

Though when misfortune all my hopes has croſs'd, 
| And all my Baits were either ſpent or loſt ; 


Wl Fruitful Necellity this change has wrought, 


And to my aid this uſeful Knowledge brought ; 
Some little part of my leaſt valu'd Prize, 

Has furniſh'd out moſt fortunate Supplies. - 

The Roach or Dace in little pieces cut, 

And on the Hook with carctul ſafety put, 

Have wirh unthought advantage ſlaughter'd more 
Than all the loſt Preparatives before. 
Nor was this crial trivially bleſs'd, 

For Pike and Chub have ſtrenuouſly preſt 
To force the liquoriſh bit before the reſt, 
: Goo Thus | 
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Thus other Baits ingenious Souls may try, 
And owe great things to Curioſity. 

Things which may ſet aloft his Angling Name, 
With thoſe who court {o much the breath of Fame. 
For tell me, Muſe, by whom the Virtuous live, 


How laſting are the Bays that Poets give ? 


{ How long ſhall Guttemberg admired Name 


Survive and load the flagghyz wings of Fame 2? 
Brave Gattemberg, who firſt Te ſecret found 
To compaſs Ages in a Paper wound. 

Or what compare we if our Reaſon's nigh. 
To Monte Regio's Eagle or his Fly. | 

Or to conclude an endleſs Theme, and raiſe 
Juſt Trophies to Divine Invention's praiſe ; 
Tell me how Jabal firſt the Myſt'ry found 

To ſtrengthen Numbers, and to order Sound. 
The lab'ring Anvils firſt their force declare, 
And wound for want of pow'r to charm the Ear. 
Then on his Harp: their Forces he eflay'd, 


And from the feather'd Quire diſcoy'ries made. 
D 2 Thencs - 
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Thenceſt arted Number, and thence Harmony 

Deſcant from chence, and after Symetry : 

O Sacred Science ! early from above 

Taught, where. their Souls are ever tun'd to Love: 

Thee Angels practice ; thee, poor we below, 

By thy infinity can only know. 

And juft it is thou ſhould'ſt his ſignet bear, 

Who reigns above, and juſtly fix'd thee there. 

Whence thy vaſt charms we by faint glimmering | 
know 

So high is Heaven, and humble Earth ſo low. 

And thou who doubr'ſt the great Authority 

To her aſcrib'd, the Sacred Volumes ſee. 

There thou'lt perceive the Son of mighty Love, 

In Muſicks ſounds deſcending from above ; 

And Pain and Sickneſs exquiſitely fly, 

The all-diſſolving force of Harmony. 


But ſoft, you'll cry, perhaps, let's juſtly weigh 
Your Arguments, and the whole Truth ſurvey : 


Reaſon 
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Reaſon you'll find on a fair ſcrutiny, | 
Condemns no part but the whole Hiſtory. 
And thoſe Old Chineſe Tales which firſt begin ; 
But force the credit of thoſe worſe within. 
Come then, ye Fools, and if ye can evince, 
For things of common Reaſon, common Sence z 
\ Say why ye Claſſick Truths ſo ſoon allow, 
And talk of Ceſar, Pompey, Heav'n knows who ? 
How know ye Nero Rul'd 2 Or how that Rome | 
Once held the Sovereign Reins, all Europe in a 

Town ? | | 

This on Tradition you can ſafely take ; 
- But fail'd, by Reaſon ye diſtin&ions make 
Where greater reaſons, Truths that cannot dye, 
Require our Faith, command Authority. 
\ - Might I, whom cloſe endearments nearly tie, 
Might I adviſe my Delws he ſhould fly, 
Fly far the treach'rons Poiſons, fair Deceits, 
With which each florid Fool his Nonſence Baits. 
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For though but barely probable they were, 
How can our Reaſon with blind Fortune ſhare ? 


Or how-can it conſiſt with Sence or Wit, 


_ For Human things ſuch mighty hopes to flight ? 


Not true, he nothing loſes, if they be 


l X A boundleſs Bliſs of Bieſs'd Eternity. 


The Barbe7s next in Sport, though not in Kind, 
For few there are in goodneſs come behind. 
But ſport, the Angler's aim, has plac'd him here; 
And when he finds him, ſport he need not fear. 
Cloſe at a Current's end he's ſure to lie, | 
Low in the Streams, as the ſwift Trout runs high, 
True River-Hog, upon the Sand he roots, 
And like him then all things occaſion uits. 
Lobworms well ſcour'd, rarely or never fail; 
But then e'en. Bces or Garbidge will prevail 
And if you early to your Paſtime high, 


He's hungry, and devours more eagerly. 


Though 
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Though when the Winds a little curl the Waves, 
| Much caution and much patience too he faves. 
| For common caution muſt be ſtill your own ; 
You know him large, and you will find him 
| ſtrong. | 
Thereforelarge Lines and Hooks you muſt prepare; 
He's bold, and does not any danger fear. 
Nay, Packthred-like, no obſtacle is found, 
If your fair Bait trail gently o're the ground. 
And high'r he riſes not, unleſs delight 
| Force him to wariton 3 when, he will not Bite. 
Nor till wet April's paſt, his Spawning time, 
For then he's Sick, and blaſts your whole deſign : 
Bur if kind Fortune at ſome Current's end 
Shows you clear Sands that by deprees deſcend, 
Where ſome cloſe Weeds his lab'ring Fins ſupply, 
Or hanging Ofiers ſhade the Sporting Fry : 
Angler take courage, every inch beware, 
For, if in all the Streams, the Herd is there. 


D 4 Tempt 
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Tempt not too evidently, keep out of ſight, 
And reſt afſur'd, like greedy Perch they'll Bite. | 


Next ſing the Chewin, who is always found, 

In quick deep Streams that run o're Marly ground. 

For though in Muddy Rivers much he preys, 

Yet there he nicely ſeeks the Sands or Clays; 

Or elſe the Bridge his ſafeguard is, and haunts 

Whereſtrength- in tackle be{t his own ſupplants. 

For if he Bites ( as if you caution uſe, 

And tempt with Nature, he will ne're refuſe ) : 

He's of his dangerous holds with caſe bereav'd. 

And after ſome few flounces well deceiv'd. 

Here let your Hooks be large, your Angle ſtrong, 

And ſtrong your Lines, though hardly half ſo long. 
. For if for him alone your Skill you try, 


Floats muſt be ſpar'd, as when you uſe the Fly, 


' And gentle dabs muſt fummon him on high : 
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But then beware, no Shadow, no nor Noife, 


Ea 


Forcither he both fears, and always flies. , 
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| But if with caution you for ſport prepare, 

| He Bites both all the day, and every where. 

| Oft beaking under ſhady Trees he lies ; 

And then, if hid you are, he'll freely riſe. 

Or though your Rod have ſtruck him with its ſhade, 
Have patience, and the Vertue's ſoon repaid. | 
Een Swallow's ſwooping o're the Chryſtal main 
Fright him, but ſoon the Coward mounts again. 
Oft I with Lobworms in a haſty Stream 

Have had vaſt ſport, without the leaft deſign. 

Yet ſtill I found, that as the day increas'd, 

My ſ>ort grew leſs, and nothing at the alt. 

Yet ſtill by other Baits I chen have ſped ; 

And other Baits true Anglers ſhould not nzed, 

The Dorr, the Caterpiller, Waſp, or Bee, 

Or Graſhopper, or Moth, nay, any Fly 

He'll eake. "Though yet if I my Bait might chuſe, 
If to be got, I'd moſt the Mennow uſe ; 

For jf che River's deep, and Current ſtrong, 


Without ſucceſs you'cannot tempt him long. 


But 
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But then the Winds ſhould ſomewhat too agree, 


Unleſs your early Riſe the want ſupply. 


For he's ſo idle in the mid-day Heat, 


He'll hardly try the moſt alluring Bait. 


But cool fo' well he loves, that if you ſpare 


Him ſpawning March, he'll bite throughout the year. 


The Bream, leſs common, fo more rarely know, 
Requires the Angler's Study next, and:Song. * 


Nice to extremes, his Minutes you muſt wait, 


And early with the Sun, or withthe Moonſhine late. } 

Unleſs the Winds blow a freſh Mack'rel Gale, 

And then of Sport all day you will hot fail. 

With ſtrong Silk Lines, and Hooks juſt Gudgeon 
ſmall ; 

Rods long and ſtrong, and Baits the chief of all; 


Chuſe ſome ſlow Stream, in its own deepneſs black.| 
And let your Float not two foot Water make: 
There is his haunt, and if your Length permit, - 
Juſt in the middle of the gloomy Pit 

| Youll 
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You'll find him roving, and with eaſe divine | 
Tis he that flats your Float upon the Stream : 

e gorges then ; ah! Angler, ah! beware: 

f large your Bait, you muſt no Patience ſpare ; 
If ſmall, a little ſerves ; his mouth allows 
of nothing large ; the lels the better does. 


Therefore tho ſome the large ſcour'd Dew-worm: 


chuſe, 


Do thou the Flag, or well-ſcour'd Red-Worm uſe: 
el theſe with greedy Appetite devour ; 
nd when he bites, your Prize is always ſure. 
ut my Experience ever muſt prefer 
The ſmall Red Dew-Worm, if with pains and care 
Him firit in Moſs and Fennel you Prepare. 
Theſe he with paſlion loves, they hold his eyes, 


And ſuiting's mouth, enlarge vour Sport and Prize. 


[For Flies and Paſtes, or other Baits I've found 


And therefore leave the Angler there to try 
If he can purchaſe better Luck than I. | 
” | Their 


My Patience rarely with common Largeſs crown'd. 
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Their Humours all things have. The Pike at Paſt 
Has ſtruck, -and for his Folly ſtruck his laſt. 

In July at his ſpawning, I the Bream | 


Haye found moſt eager in a rapid Stream. 


Cloſe at the bottom ſcouring there he lies, 
And then will nibble any Bait he ſees ; 
So diff*rent from all elſe his Nature is. 
But this is random Chance, not worth a Line, | 
For nothing well he takes in ſpawning time. 
His Stomach's queaſy then, as in the reſt; 

And then the Angler wiſely ſhould deſiſt. 
Perhaps ſometimes your Line or ' Hooks appear; : 
Or elſe the Heats your Patience will require. | 
But Patience is the Angler's firſt great Rule, 
And Patience here has leaſt of Ridicule. 

How does the fawning Courtier daily wait, 
Or thoſe who follow Law, or Toys of State? 
O Delis | by kind Fortune largely bleſt, 

Let not the Cheats of Grandeur break thy Reſt. 
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ſts} On Promiſes and Quickfands ne're depend ; 
Nor on a Lord, though once thy ſeeming Friend, 
| FHonour no Claim allows: Alas! his State 
Commands his Promiſes he firſt torget. 
And. where's the Statute that will eaſe afford ? 
Since Tom the Promiſe made, and not My Lord. 
He quits paſt Friendſhip when he lofty grows ; 
And though he promiſe well, their Strength he 
knows : 

For if _you bring him for't co Equity, 
His Party's ſtrong, and Privileges high. 

In my own buſineſs bleſs'd, : contented I, 

Who Grandeur ſeek not, and its Charms defy. 
Een I unmov'd have heard a Stateſman prate 
What mighty things he'd do, what Favours get, 
And never forfeited my Quiet yer. 
Nay more, believe me, Friend, ( for I have known 
Some Paſlages in Court as well as Town ); 
Among the men whoſe Sacred Character 

hould harbour nothing but what's molt ſincere; 
Friend- 
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Friendſhip/with great Prefermens's rarely known, 


Bur, Bucket-like, this weighs the other down. . 

For though Grave Blockheads cajole Mcn of Senſe, 
Their own dear Image have moſt Influence. 

| T=t then Preferment by Reſemblance go, 

It can't move me, and with lefs reaſon you. 

You on Paternal Acres juſtly got, 

. May live, and Great Men envy at your Lot : 

With a kind Partner of my Joys and Cares, 

While freely I drill on Heav'ns bounteous years 

| With all my poor Endeavours fond to get 

An honeſt Name, and modzrate Eſtate. 

Let griping Codrus Pen and Paper fave, 

And for his Iſſue make himſelf a Slave : 

By cunning let him all his Deeds diſguiſe, 

And affect ſilence, to be fanci'd wiſe : 

By Methods ill I'll purchaſe no Eſtate, 

But ruth and Virtue love at any rate. 


n, 


e, Streams, 

Angler, a while wichdraw your careful Pains; 
And to the Carp and Tench your Art apply, 
Which love ſtill Pirs, and Chryſtal Currents fly : 


They all your Patience, all your Strength require ; 


ind though admir'd, rarely your Baits admire. 

Sometimes in Rivers to your Lot they fall ; 

us Put there's no Vigor where the Hopes are ſmall. 
an's Frailty's ſuch, that e'en in things Divine, 
ind Heaven by Crowns is forc'd to force him in. 

ut in full Ponds your Sport you need not fear, 

f Lazineſs be not your greater Care. 

or here to ſpeed, you with the Sun mult riſe, 

\nd then the largeſt eaſieſt are your Prize : 
hough if beyond the ſecond Watch you ſtay, 
he ſmalleſt only bite, and hardly they : 

DF ſuch vaſt moment is the Place and Time, 


Joy Our balking thoſe off balks your whole delign. 
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Now from the Chryſtal - Brooks and Purling 


But 
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But firſt, my 7jro, of your Lines beware, 

For Conquelt is not to be ſlighted here: 

Tho little Circumſpetion will ſuffice, 

Yet you muſt ſweat before you gain your Prize: 
He's ſtrong, will ſtruggle, and unleſs prepar'd, 
Your Conqueſt's doubtful, and your Labour hard. 
Ponds weedy feed the Tench, and that that's clear 
Beſt pleaſe the Carp, but both for Mud declare. 
But in their Baits fo cloſely they agree, 

They feed juſt as they live, promiſcuouſly : 
Both love their Baits, prepar'd with niceſt Care, 
And both beſt. take 'em vilely ſtrong of Tar. 
Low at the bottom too 1'th' deeps they lye, 

And rarely, very rarely feed on high : 
Tho oft the Carp in hotteſt Summer days, 

While on the Surface wantonly he plays, 

On Bread or Worms with eager Pathon preys. 
But if your Rod or Self offend his ſight, 

He's gone, and blaſts at once your whole delight. 


He's 
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He's humourſome at beſt, Experience tells : 
For Seaſon, Place, and Baits, and all things elfe 
Juſtly agreeing ; TI have one time ſlain : 
Fourſcore, and at another hardly Ten: 
And yet the wondrous Myſt'ry to explore, 
A Net has largely paid che ſ{quander'd hour. 
Perhaps at Niglit they found fome unknown Feed, 
Or elfe the Soil dilated out their Breed : 
For though in May they uſually ſpawn, 
Some caſt in April, others ſay in une : IN 
Though Nature certainly may help receive 
From Soils ; and Waters may afhliltance pive : 
For c'en in Human. Bodies this we find, 
Chang'd Climares'to'the barren: have been kind; 
And, mew'd in Town, an Heirlcts Loving Pair 
Have bleſt the Countrey, and been fruitful there. 
Nature is Nature ſtill. Next let us {ee 
What Baicrs ſhould bzſt che Angler's Art ſupply ; 
The largeſt Red-Worms highly ſome prefer ; 
And for the ſmalleſt I muſt needs declare. 

: Pur 
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But have thou both; and thou'lt the better ſpeed; | 
For with ſucceſs at once I both have tri'd : 

And though to th' {ide the ſmall for refuge fly, 
Thou in the middle more ſucceſsfully 

Shalt fiſh; for chough their Sport”s perhaps ſecure, 
Thy Prize is larger, and thy Glory more. 
Gentles and Cadbaits too ſome Sport may vield, 
But yet the former juſtlieſt claim the field : 

And though for Paſtes ſome mighty men declare, 
-never found the Secret worth my Care. 

But ſtill perhaps thou'rt for the Chryſtal Streams, 
And for the Proſpect ſlight'ſt thy fruitleſs Pains : 
Fair purling Brooks, by Meadows more than fair, 
Are more your Choice than any Conqueſt here : 
Come then, T'll cell thee, if refolv'd to try 

That Patience which exceeds Philoſophy, 

P11 tell thee where's their likelieft Haunt, and when 
They freelieſt bite, and eaſieſt areta'en. 

If for the Tench thou ſeek'ſt, make it thy pains 


To find the deepeſt Pits in filent Streams : 
No 
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. | No Stream thy Float by any means ſhould move, 

But chuſe the ſtilleſt place, for ſuch they love: 

Nor ſhould the Breeze diſturb thy well-tarr'd Bait ; 

Therefore both long and early thou ſhould ſt waic : 

And. if the Rivers fruitful are, thou'lt find 

They Red-Worms love, and are both free and kind. 

But if the Carp exadts thy greater pains, 

Chuſe ſtill che deeps, but in the gentle Streams. 

Juſt in the midſt he never fails to move, 

And Marſh and Flag-worms takes with caper love. 

Nor may'ſt thou well thy former Baits deſpiſe, 

He'll never fail to take them when he ſees : 

But ſtill the early Morn, or Evening lace, 

| Will crown, or make more probable thy Fate. 

Nor can I juſtly blame thy happy Choice, 

So great my own, my equal Paſlion is. 

Clear Streams have Charms which ſtanding Watets 
want, 

And: Meads have beauties which the envious grant : 
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But when they join, as far they all excell, 


As Maids their Lovers in diſſembling well. 


Oh Friend! oh Friend ! what Fortune'sſo Divine, 
What Fate's ſo ſafe or ſweet as that of thine ? 
Thou chear'ſt the Minutes, as they glide along, 
Unmov'd at all the Follies of the Young : 
Thou chear'ſt the Minutes, for to thee they bear 
_ Scarce the minuteſt part of human Care : 

Thus by the Streams, and there ſupinely laid, 

With Thoughts for which Mankind was -@hiefly 
made: 

No Care, no Miſchief in thy worſt Intent, 

All, like thy Recreation's innocent. 2: 

Through Nature's Opricks thou doſt wiſely look, 

And read'ſt thy Maker in the faireſt Book. 


|Next, Mule, the Roach, ( and leſs regarded Fry ) 


Thy Work s. e'en done; for theſe no Induſtry , 


| No 


lo 
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No mighty Art, no skilful Care require ; 
And Force it ſelf would make Diſcov'ries here.. 
Each Puny Tyro here can eaſily tell | 
The ways of Taking, that's of Angling well ; 
For ſmall the difference is, where perfect Force, 
And Vulgar Method makes the Captive yours : : 
Tho e'en in this, if you would angle fine, 
You'll find it well requite your whole deſign: 
And though ſhe break your fing!e Lair, the Croſs 
Is ſmall, and ſmall the patient Angler's Los ; 
Put on a new, they'll bite with equal Haſte, 
And ſwallow Cadbait, Gentles, Flies, or Paſte; 
Nay, Worms in Windy Weather they'll devour, 
Preſented every where, and every hour 
For unleſs Heat them to the Surface call, 
They'll ( if unſeen ) no Caution uſe at all. 
Or though upon the Streams they beaking lve, 
Unlead your Linc, and then both Worm and [ly 
Will fatal prove, if naturally caſt, 
And: not with Ruſtick Skill, or frightfu |Haſte, 

Et) In 
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In 1::tham, and fair Thames's higher Streams, | 
A kind of Roach there is, which Ruftick Swains 
Call Rudd, His Colour is of pureſt Gold, 
Strong, broad, and thick, molt lovely to behold r | 
This at the Surface wilf with freedom bite 
At ſinall Red Worms, or Flies, his like delight. 
Bue Angler, if you meet him, pray take care 
[e ſtruggles long, and breaks the ſingle Hair. 

But ſoft my Muſe, thy ſoon-ſuſpended Aid 
| now invoke again; my haſte betray'd 
My Knowledge. There ; fee ſwlftly how he flies, 
' Like Lightning quick, and like that paſt my eyes : 
The Archers Arrow no ſuch ſwiftneſs knows; 
In vain the Angler or his Skill purſues. 
in-2arch he ſpawns, though then he'll freely bite, 
Perhaps the Froſts provoke his Appetite. 
Iha1 wiſely would you, and 'tis worth your care, 
Wiſely to proſper, all your Skill prepare; 
The Z70u:s Companion both in Feed and Soil, 
And rarely caught with more than equal Skill ; 

| In 
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In Summer on the {cours the Wanton lies, 
And ( if unſeen )- he all day long-will riſe. 
But ne'er ſo gameſome, ne'er ſo brisk before, 
Once ſeen he flies you, and will riſe no more: 
Therefore behind ſome Buſh thy ſelf conceal, 
And with the Fleſh-Fly thou wilt rarely fail ; 
For though on Worms he'll feed, or any Fly, 
None's ſo deſtructive, none ſo kills as he. 
Floats uſeleſs are, unleſs the Worm you try, 
And with the riſing flaſh ſucceſsfully 
Deſcend the Stream, then any thing he takes, | 
And like the Trout but ſmall diſtin&tion makes. 
This for the Dace. Once more, and then adicu z 
The Gudgeons haunts, and hours of biting ſhow : 
For though ſmall Art the little Prize ſuffice, 
His Sport's as good, and with the greateſt vies : 
The River-Smelt he is, and if as rare, 
None doubts but he would loſe in the compare. 
Few Leſſons will the Angler's uſe ſupply, 
Where he's ſo ready of himſelf to dye : 

. E 4 h For 
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For if no Heats or Flaſhcs interpoſe, 
His Prize ke'll hold, and yours you cannot loſe. 
Burt ſhould thoſe Obſtacles your Sport bereave, 
This Method will at all times well relieve: 

Wich ſomie long Pole raiſe up his Love the Sand, 
And all are ſummon'd, and at your Command : 
Or elſe if clear and ſhallow, wade the Ford, 
And if the Water's plentifully ſtor'd, 

You to your own Content may kill, and he 
You'll find refolv'd co gain the Vidory. 

But yet in ſpawning time he lies full low 

I'th* Deeps, and bites not, tempted never fo : 
For I in Apr! fruitful Streams have tri'd, 

And found my Art and all my Pains deni'd: 
Nay, not the cordial Gentle could auſpicious prove, 
Nor the {nail Red-Worm, his continual Love, 
Could change my Fortune, or his Fancy move. 
he Bleak {mall Flies upon the Surface takes, 

And never the leaſt Heſitation makes, 
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With an obſerving Eye, and curious Hand, 


Any Advantage eas 1y is obtain. 


Deſiſt my Muſe, thy Work at laſt is paſt, 
Which with the Angling Few ſhall always laſt: 
Without thy Aid Senſe ſhall ſupply the reſt; 
No Rules they want, deſerve not Verſe at leaſt. 
The Mennow, Flatterer like, 1s always nigh; 
The Angler's Plague, although he uſeful be: 
Wheree'er he breeds, he keeps a fearful Rout, 
And few the. Rivers are that are without. 
To catch the Bullhead too, each School-boy knows; 
And to the Eel, Reaſon no Verſe allows : 
Like Worms Engendring they no ſport can make, 
But what the School-boys find in Whip and Snake. 
Though if my Delius to the Sport incline, 
One Rule Fll give to cloſe with his deſign; 
After ſtrong thund'ring ſhow'rs your fortune oy, 
With Lobwarms, and ſtrong Lines a {trong ſupply ; 
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And while your ſtock endures, the ſlimy Crew 

Will ſhear your Hooks, and plague your Cloaths 
and you, | | 

"Though would you my Advice ſincerely take, 

You firſt this trial of the Prize ſhould make. 

Hot dung, the ſlimy Virmin ſoon will find, 

' If in o'reflowing Meadows well defign'd. 

There when you will the naſty jakes remove, 

Reaſon will terminate your care and love. 

In cluſter'd heaps, like Worms thou'lt ſee *em lye, 

And ſoon decide their Wiſe Philoſophy, 


Who ſee no Spawn, and ask the Reaſon why. 


The Ryff, no Commoner, ſhall cloſe my Song, 
A bold free Biter, though a little one : 
For ſince of Fiſh I treat , *rwould awkward | 

ſeem, 
To end with Monſters, and with Maids begin. 
They Gentles love, but ſmall Redworms will chuſe, 
And Mcennow-like at no time will refuſe : 
Have 
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Have patience when th'aſt found the haunted. 
Hole, 
And they'll not leave thee e're th'aſt taken all : 
Thus they in Nature too, as well as make, p 
Except in largeneſs with the. Pearch partake : 
Theſe Norwich plenteous ſtreams moſt juſtly 
boaſt, 

Here moſt belov'd, and here abounding moſt, 
Nor mult I ſacred Cam in this forget, 
Cam in my Verſe for nobler reaſons ſet, 
To raiſe my Song, for *tis the Muſes ſear, 
No wonder there the Watry Natives throng, 
Amphion's Harp drew Woods and Rocks along : 
They of all Kinds, admirers may command, 
While ſhe's the Urn of Cowley's ſacred hand, 
Nor, happy Nyne, muſt Thou my Verſe evade, 
Whoſe Charming Streams my Youthful allies ha: 
There were my innocent hours not badly ſpent; 
Q that I had no greater'to Repent. | 
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Unpoach'd arc all thy Streams, thy Meadows 
free, | 

What Stream is worthy to compare with thee 2? 

What but fair Tren:, that whereſoe're ſhe flows, 

Nature luxuriant in her favour ſhows ? 

Not thrice Ten Rivers, as ſome mcanly feign, 

; But Thrice fo many Natives give her Name : 
Though ſhould-we trace her to her ſpacious Jaws, 
Thrice thrice Ten various Kinds we might diſcloſe : 
The Anglers luxury thou art, and he 
No Recreation wants that lives by thee. 

Poach'd //ellm ſlifp'd, I muſt not yet diſclaim, 
My Love, my well acquainted //7ham's Name ; 
Though Rented out, the Largeſs of the Poor, 
The Angler's pride ſhe is, no River more. 

Ilſe muſt paſs; for though I oft have tri'd, 

She always love, and often {port deni'd : 

Much lefs deſerves ſhe ſuch penurious care, 


To puniſh Ladies when they Angle there. 
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Speak not my Muſe, thy Verſe it fare would 
_Ablatt, 

To name, and more to juſtify the Beait : 
Poor Streams, thy well-taught Natives juſtly fly 
Thy Maſter's Bounty and his Tyranny. 
But Dun would blame the juſtice of my Pen, 
Who- kindly us'd, return'd ic not again : 
But Dus from Ariglers ſhall not fail of Praiſe, 
E'en more than my poor humble Verſe can raiſe : 
For mighty ſure muſt be her vaſt deſert, 
Wro from an Arm can ſuch delight impart. 
O Dern ! thy Pleaſures oft my mind employ, 
Much greater Streams may juſtly envy thee ; 
| Scarce one of all the Watry Court is found, 
That does not in thy little Streams abound. 
Witneſs ye River-Nymphs, and every ſhade, 
| How often this my ardent Wiſh I've made : ; 
Bleſt might I with a moderate Eſtate, 


Which my own Labour never ſpar'd to get: 


Bleſt 
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Bleſt might I live an honeſt Country Swain, 

And with content in little compaſs Reign: 

No ſpacious Fabricks would I care to boaſt, 

Convenient Neatneſs would delight me mot ; 

Where from my Shades I could: with joy ſur. 
vey 

Expanding Meads that on each ſide me lay ; 

Juſt in the mid'ſt a Rivulet ſhould paſs, 

With pleaſing Murmurs, and tranſparent grace : 

If falling Waters reach'd from far my Ear, 


*T would raiſe the Landskip, and depreſs my | 


care: 
Far off ſome good old .Tow'r ſhou'd firike my 
view, | 
And teach the certain ſtate of things below. 
There neighb'ring grandeur might unenvt'd reign, 
While I'm allow'd by all the Happy Man : 
Lovd by my Friends, and if I muſt havs 
Foes, 


Envi'd for wy plain honeſt cruth by thoſe. 
Bur 


) 


; 


The Art of Angling. =» 63 
But let all Vice, Ye Pow'rs, be baniſh'd hence, 
And that Religion which is all Pretence. 
At my own Table I'd have no Man ſee 
Extravagance, and mifch lefs Penury. 
Nor ſhould the Poor of cruel Want Complain ; 
Nor ſhould the Wrong'd implore my help in 
vain : 
Nor ſhould my Sallies far from home extend, 
To ſee a Field, or cheer a drooping Friend : 
Or with the darling Partner of my Life, 
That mightieſt Comfort of my days, my 
Wife, 
Haſt to the neighbour Streams our luck to try, 
And baulk'd in Sport, return afſur'd of Joy. 


|uch would I be, but if the Pow'rs deſign 


Me other Fate, Why Fortune is not mine ? 


- [With a ſincere dependance I ſubmit, 


vince I return but His, that gave me it. 


Such 
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Such is the Angler's Life, fo truly blcſt 
Are thoſe that wait on fickle Fortune leaſt : 
That taſte my Joys, and hold them what they are, 


And ſcorn to bring things ttivial in Compare. 


